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made a pot of tea, cut a pile of bread and butter and also put a plate of beef on the table. 
He invited the Indian to sit down and eat. He did so and when finished, much to our 
surprise, cleared all the rest of the food off the table. He merely said, Papoose, as he put it 
in one of his large pockets. After he had gone, we all voiced our astonishment of such a 
proceeding. That should have taught us a lesson but it did not, as I shall mention later. 
 The days were very fine and sunny that first Christmas, but afterwards it was very 
cold and fires had to be kept up day and night. We used to take turns, sitting up for so 
many hours. The early part of the night was usually my sister’s turn, from 10 pm to 
midnight. One night, just before New Years, she was reading a story in one of the English 
Christmas number, called the Haunted Man, by Charles Dickens. I was going to take the 
next watch and answer some of my Christmas mail. We had all just nicely gone to sleep 
when my sister came running into the room. She woke me up and then threw herself on 
the bed. I was finally awake enough to shake her and ask what happened. She said, she 
had just put more wood on the fire and started to read again, when she heard a noise 
outside her window. Of course, she thought Indians right away and fled from the room. 
My father was awakened by the noise she made and got up. He was a very light sleeper 
and the least noise disturbed him. He told me to stay in bed and he got up, smoked, read 
and attended the fire until 6 o’clock when I got up. Next night my brother took the long 
turn and we never asked Elizabeth to do the fires again; she was too nervous. Some kind 
of wild animal had been around but Tom covered up the tracks so we never knew just 
what or who it was. 
 We had no blinds on the windows in those days, just muslin curtains, anyone 
could see through the living room and kitchen windows. At night everything was so still 
you could hear a pin drop. The nights were so dark and so long, just like we used to read 
about in our school books about travelers in Northern Canada and the North Western 
Untied States. 
 The weather grew colder as January passed and only a few adventurous spirits 
were abroad. Our neighbour, Mr.Kilby, used to come for a game of whist about once a 
week and some of the young neighbours defied the cold and came over for a musical. On 
moonlight nights when the weather moderated, some of the married couples drove over in 
their sleighs. Once in a while we would clear the kitchen and have a dance. Early in 
February, the kitchen was all finished and a room for my brother fixed up above it. My 
stepmother and sister had sailed for Halifax and would soon arrive in Lacombe. 
 We decided to kill a pig and have a party before my stepmother arrived. Mrs. Roe 
and her sons came over; the boys helped with the killing, and Mrs. Roe came to visit as 
we had not seen her very much since Christmas. A day or two later, Mrs. Roe came over 
early one morning and showed us how to make the english pork pies, “Brawn”, a kind of 
head cheese , and sausages. We were very buys for a couple of days, getting the meat 
salted and put away . Then we 
